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2. THE ETITOR CRDAKS

Well, here we are azain with another issue of
our favorite mazazine, Impessible. As I told you
In the last issue, this mazazine 1s dedicated to
publishing stories which are utterly impossible.

I aiso stated that this was a masazine with a
gurpose, that gcurpose veins; to drive all other maz-
azinef but of .busirdessy " I¥ Bais GrEa¥ ,urpose, I
have succceded fa better than T had dared to hope.
I havedt driven any magazines out ef business (that
I knov of) but I will give yeu a few of the facts
vhich have come true since the publication cf +the
first issue of Impossible.

To wit: A. Merritt's Fantasy has been changed
fror a ti-monthly to a quarferly publicaticn. The
editor zives no reason for the change, btut voy the
subscribers, and L th. editor cf cur faverite mag-
azine, kunow the reason for the chanze. The cnly
vlack mark 1s that the editor assures subscribers
tothe mazazine that they will zet their six cories,

Item: Amazing Stories has abansoned ite plans
for convertinzto slick paper. I oncehad hizh hopes
that AS woula “make gooa their threat, but obviously
wvoen eaitcr Browne made those statvenents, he had
nct taken tne publicatiun of Impossible into con-
sideration. Fatal oversight(as Cummingswould say)!
Fuaitor Breowne olames the changeln Plans tc the war
in Korea, but of ccurse we fans know that this is
only a subterfuge.

Ivem: Fantastic Adventures has ecreased iis
number of pazes to an all time lew of 130 pa~es.
The fact they they have snared L. Fon Hubbard and
Lester Del Fey alenz witheiher notables into their
razes ig, of"course, secmetninz cver which I have ne
control.

Itew: Qut Of Tals "erli Adventures has rinally

come ocut =ith 1¥a sezcad izsue, a‘ter a delavy of 3
sou, 1e of :onths (caused, of cr&:se, v the pukli-
sation of In_nssitie.. . The puklinat‘nn of this
second istuc s Fers0t whichin itself =ill eventu-
allydrive the o 1t o businesa., er+1culn*-v
with tne ins usice 2°F Tunnies fFar +ha Aot e
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Ttomg: o T3.TaR37 €e24sr 1as cowe eut  -ith
nuuoer L+, Tas aa oue seean aunoer 13 anyvhere? I
naven't. Wadoubteily vora cf Ir-ossible .ot iato
taelr presses ax. feulea ug the rorks.

Itex: The first ,.ostwar issue cof Marvel has
finaliy come cut dfter a elay of o ~nole woath.
The factthat it Tiaally aii cowe out, hcwever, 7iil
eventually ;rove Functicunal in its earlr Jexise.

Item: The- first issueef =alaxy Scleace Flotion
was delayea for t 70 wveeks,and the s=ccni issue ~ais
alsc aelayea tvo veeks Troit tne _aite amnanounce. To:
~udblication. OFf cecurse, it coula ce trnat it takes
lon.er for tae tiain to .et over nere tc the .reat
Lortnvest, but wve can't accept tuat as an excuse.
7e true fans overhere anov tae real reascn for tne
u€iay. Of course, 20v that Galagxy has ccme out, it
shoula prove instrurentalin the Lovnfallef notOUﬂ—
ain_, Science Fictvion, due to the hi.k Jality er
miterlaltnat udlde nasbeen riinnie” s 0 5 fah e e SNsHoT
or I.p,cssible, have no ir HIFIT 2 ainst 441‘ity

Itex: Ia a recenv issue of 4atcuadia  Ssieasce

Fictioa, there as a s:cali foovacte te thne eritect
tnat the wa.azine was _cin. t¢ ce cnan.ed. The
ru.cr has ‘oceen circulatis: tzat ASF was .oinz tc
cnan.e 1ts ferwat to that ef a lar.e size slick
ma:azine. All this ¥a3 3u,.,.0sed tC ta e -2lice soume
tivxe ia the Fall of 1-50. Whatever wis sug,o3ed tc
ha,.eq nasn't hap.enea yet, most likei; due tc the
rublication eof Iimgossible. Undoubtealy the a.gear-
ance of this, the second issueof cur faverite rai-
+2zine, AGF wvill make a chaa e ali ri:nt,but it will
r10%a0ly ce e the ¢l shrle gulg.

« - lter: Faicus Fantastic ‘ysteries has seen fit
to fireall of their interior iliust tTators, theredb:
2o1pensatin. in gart fer itae trerenicus lozses they
navebeea facin since thep.blicatien of Tw:.c33ivie.
Their suuadea chazr,e to slick qyuality is; ef zourse,
irielevant to tals _;svuaawou.

Itexw: Ssaxrtiing; Meries ans Thrildin- "cndex
Stories have nct _uciisned a1 sin Ie new stery 57
Henrv Zuttner siasc the rurlicaticen of Iages=i-le.
For ¢i pt strai ht issues, Sbartliin ~+orlea has

oo
. 2
net featureld a acvel oy Kuttner, ani tne -orecast
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revea'.s taat the rext iss
®hat havoc I have wrought

Item: The second issue of Fantasy Stories was
aelayea for three wnole months. There is no sense
rereatinz what the cause of this delay is.

Item: Futurecomoined =ith Science Fiction has
seen fit to raise its price from fifteen to “twenty
cents. I also noticethat the latest 1issue contains
a story by none other than Pichard S. Shaver.

Item: Where is Star Science Fiction?

In spiteaof the blows vhich my publication has
dealt to a great manyprofessional mazazones, science
fiction marzhes on, and some maziazines were even
aople to improve in spite of my mazazine. For in-
stance: Planet Stories has pecome a bimoanthly. The
new yuarterly Science-Aaventure Books has started
up. Other Worldslms ste.pedw publication. Imazi-
nation has started up with a oang. The Vagazine of
Fadtasy and Science Fiction hasteuome a bimonthly.
Startlin: Stories managed to have a zood cover on
their January ly5lissue. Fantastic Story Quarterly
continues to run.

Pocket sized fantasy stories are still on the
upswin,, with other compa:ies takin: the hint and
rakinzwp for the deficiencies found in Avon pocket
sized novels. 'otable recent ad_.itions to the ever

rosin 1list are Max Frlich's "The Biz Eye" in the
Porular Library tindin: with a cover %y Berzey, no
less. Ed Hamilton's novel "Bevond the Moon" is in
an attractive Siznet form. This one, orizinally
called "The Star Kings" 1s the second 7iff-Tavis
fantasy novel to see print on rpocket size. Frox
Avon comes Farleys "Radio Man" under the new tttde
of "Farth Yan on Venus".

rom Eillman Publications, horvever, comes the
103t notable workin the field of fantasy in a «cod
many years. Jack Vance's new coliection of stories
wrouged uder the title of "The Dving Farth" 1s
ragidly creatinz a seansation in this pa;d of the
countrv. It undountsedlv rroves that Jazk Vance is
oae of the mest sziiiful of tresent day fantasvy
Triters.

The .zrticusar charsc "The Dyilnz Tarskh" lies

ue woa't nave one either.
1
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ia tae _tter si._-.izizyof tne zacaer it vhicn it is
gresentedi. The scenery and characters presented
are at all time more real and vivid than reality
itself. 1ot since the time of A. ¥erritt has anv-
thilazof this type been attempted,ana not since the
time of the renovned F.P. Faaison has it teen done
with as comglete success.

The coilection consistsof six stories laia in
the same background, thou. h for the most part they
contain different characters. Each one of these
stories I consiuer to be a masterpiece in itselr,
and this I cannot say for any other collection I
nave yet encountered. The local .roup of rans are
thinkin., of startin: up a cult of Vancism, but just
hos far such ideas will adVance is not known.

A scene from oneaf the stories in the collec-
tion is fpresented elsewtnere in this issue in the
form of an iliustration ty Phillip Rarker.

Reports from the readers of Izpossitle indicate
that the most interestinz items in-the first issue
vere the e.itorial, for =which I feel :'rateful, the
cook review, the story "The Acteleratinz ¥achine",
and the: horrendous illustrations. The feature story
ieil rather flat to most ceople, which only zoes %o
sucstantiate my orizinal view tnat the story was a
failurein thefirst place. Weii, I warned you that
. eaitin: had donerothinzmore than wonders, didn't I?

- Thanks to the response, W. Kraus has consented
to write another storyfer us, continuing the adven-
tures of the frivolous Professor Ames. We are also
lookin. forward to further adventuresof the diehard
for future issues. Also by popular demand, L.R.
Garconelas consented toc draw a few more ef his awful
. wonsters, but I personally don't knov what

all you peorle see in him.

Thoseof you who have read the second issue of
Sinisterra will remember Fobert Fdison'd story, "On
My Pipe". In this issue c¢f Imzpossible we present
tThe sequel. I personalily like this series, but like
otner thinss, whether it wlll continuear anot depends
or reader reaction. At present the author is with
tne University Tourin: theatre, ind SOmEeWRETE near

raad Coulee last I heard rfrow him.

—



Once imore I reiterate my olea for stories- anc
articles for Imtos"’ole. You aordt evenhve to live
in tne state of Washinzton, cr for that matter, you
aon't even have to live. yhat I want prlmarlly is
the type of thing that mizht have been used in the
0ld ASF departisent ProbabilityZerc, except that they
don't haveto be the story within the sto.y tvpe of
thins such as these in PZ were. The two shorts by
Kraus vhich I have presented can ziveyou agood idea
of the type of thiéng I want. In articles, I rrefer
controversial subjects, and the morelikelv it is to
start some kind of an argument, the more I waant it.
"hat fandom needs 1s a lot of rood hot friendly
feuds oinz to keep it alive. Sc put dcwm vour pet
peevesam some kind of taper and mail or deliver it
to Burnett E. Toskey, %33 15th U.F. Seattle 5,

¥ashin.ton.

Taily Weber has rpromised some material for
Impoggigig in the future, and he had better come
throuzz with it. In fact, I am putting in +this
notice so that he will see it and so that his con-
science will totherhim until he finishes his prom-
ised story. Zobbtle, by the way, edited andpublished
by Vally ¥eber, is scheduled toacrear very shortly.
Actually he told me it mi.ht be delayed until next
Sumuaser, out I'is :oinz to keep on his tail until he
firaily oreaks down and puts out the thinz. From
whgt I'nave seen ¢f the proofs, Zobole promises to
be quite prowmisin:z

IThave just 1earnedfrom my review in Startliing
Stories that Impossiole is published bi- monthly.
Thisis the first time I was sure just what my pub-
lication schedule was, but nowtnat they havedecided
Ior me, it's as zo00a as any.

Sinisterra number threeis scheduledto be pub-
iisned shortly,and this issue willcontain a review
in picturesana articlesof the PortlandConventicn,
shica unfortunately I was uanable to attend.

setters from the readers of Impossibie are
needed from those orf you who would like to tell me
what vou taink of the magazine, and if enouzh 'ood
ietters come in, I viil expand the mazazine to make
room oL ua
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MIDMIGHT LOVE
G.1. Carr

Love is like a red, red, rose
Red as raw, bleeding, dripping flesh
#hose perfume rises —~arm and fresh

to tantalize thy hunzry nose

From some strange sarcen rhere there grovws

—r e e Cest MWL O AUV A T L L _IIL

Fternally a flowery mesh

Of tombstones leaninz left and right

That wreathes its beauty ronnd my heart

And holds me spellbound where apart

In frazzant bowers of loveliness

Thou, vampire, offerest thy caress...









A puclisned letter or snort articlewill entitile
the author to one freecopy of Impossivleand a pub-
lished story or feature article will entitle the
author to two free copies of his choice.

Well, rolks, I guess that's abpout all I have
to say this time. But have your litztle round dimes
hanay to plunk down for the February issue, which
shoulu aipear sometime early in January.

F’g. g
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By Fobert Fdisen

Vo have all seen.clouds, I know,at least most
peLiLie have. You knew - those fluffy thinzs (quite
ofben biz things)that fléat around the sky, andalways
sy61l gicnics. By raininzg on you, of course. They
sgcil mine at any rate.

Jugt the other day,a brizht and sunaydy too,
I fattced on the verandaaround the north side of my
cou.:t1y estate, and stared haprily ug at the cl ar
oius sky. Ah, the pleasure that glamnce save mel
The Suan saene down as if to say, "It's all risht,
I'm neve, it won't rain." . Yes, it was pleasant;
the cocl breezefrom the furest brouzht every instant
a &ew and invigeratinz odor, as if wafted over the
suiticclyred fiewers noddingsalecpily in the zarden
slepin. away from me. Further down, a small brook
iaushinzly bubbled over rocks and stones, gparkling
in the early merninz sunlizht. In the distance, a
faint shir.eringhze zovered the readew in a cloak
of zo0.id, 'nile sowmevhere, Irem arar, a meadow-lark
trilled his napcy messaze of well-being.~ -

I was about tc descend the veranda steps, when,
takinsanether guicklock at thesky, I was horrified,
to sav the least, to see ——— a zleud! A cleud. "As
I liveand breathe,"I muttered to myself, "a cloudl"
Indeed, suznh 72s the z2frfect that the aprearance of
tre cioug u.~n e trat I feared my day, the dav I
nad chesen Tor a2 pienie, uld be epoilied, "if not.



'"UTL Iy dusTlefeds A cloud, in my zaradisel I had
onlv recently purchased tnis ceuntry estate, and
nag I knesn that its beauty would oe marred bv, ef
all thinzs, a cloud, I certainly would have ziven
the azent that sold it %to me a sound . iece of mv
nmind! Indeed I would have! I locked ghizzically
at the Sun, and was temporarily reassuredipon seeing
the aniry frovn that creased nis torrid brow, that
this lgne cloud would not 1lecnz disturb me. "Ah,"
thousht I, "that cloud shan't last for lonz." As
if to disprove my very thourhts,ancther cloud made
its debut. Another one; "Good gracious me," I
murmured, alarmed, "must the rascally clouds prersist
in ruinin. my day, er doc they just want to play a
friéndly -ame. With wmyself as the leser. This
seedea to be the case, hovever, for tne first cloud
was merrily and tof.lly enmzaged in pursuing the
second arrival over gquite a larze expanse of sk,
aarting hither ana: ;yon as 1if it were a cat in hot
pursuit orf a mouse.

This upset the Sun nc ena, for was it nct nis
aomain onwnicnthey were trespassing? Vost certainly
it was, and it would warrant a.bit of a regrémand
too; I daresay a zood punishment. However, the tve
clouas .ere not to ve denied tneir srort, fer they
frisked about as ayly as ever, and my hopes for a
picnic; I aid nave hores for one, you kneor, seemed
to Jither vith the coming of --- horrors! Anecther
ciowd. And another,and stili another, till at last
the sky seemed packed ~ith the =ispy creatures, each
tumblin: over the cther in an effcrt to create the
most mixed upand mad hod.e. 0d e that ever existed.
Aias'! My.day was ruinea'! ‘ear to tears, I falter-
insly wade my wahappry waytc a chair in the rlassed
rortion of the porch, and stared mcodily up at what
vas now a orixnt sky no lonzrer, but a howvling mad
conzlemeration ef life-like cloude outdoing one
anotherto clutterw varicusporticns of the heavens.
Fven the meadow, and the massivetreces of the ferest,
and the brook ani my o n dear sardenseemed to feel
tne dishearteninz influence of the clcuds, for the
rneaaocxr was cleak and zrev,and the trees in silence
stooa still, whilethe brookburbledwith arestrained



i?nurmur,and the flcwersIn my garden seemedrto pause
in their necdding, then —wilt and drcop. :
Disccnsclately, I 1lay btack in my chair and
watched the madness of the clruds continue as they
went on with their mad and carefree capers. I
endeavored valiantly to thinzcf scme means by which
they mignht be driven away, but tc no ayail. Then I
had it! I would cutwit those upstart clouds, these
picnicsporilers, those, those ——. I stopped, unable
tc think of mcre ungleasant accusations and fates
to wish wupen them, ard, unwillinz to 1indulge in
prcfanity, I sat:dcewn in my chair, frcm which I had
risenin mydisplay cf temper,and earnestlyattempted
to think of something. I weuld outwit them; ef that
I was stre. I weuld fix them, yes. But hew? My
hepes@ank vith my heart,as vainly I thouzht cf and
then discarded orescheme after ancther. Bribe them
into leaving? Yo, that wouldn't werk in this case;
these were extremely stubkbern clcuds. Fxtremely
stubborn. Force? Io. What gecd would that de?
I didn't know now t¢c use it, and I didn't have any
anyway. What te do? I shock my fist vengefully
at tne bounding clcuds, end shodted, "Just you wait.
I'll shew you. You'll scon kncw whe's master of
this particular hit of sky. I wish -—- I =ish ---
My -word, that'c it! I'l]l wish them away'" Thy
nadri't I thought c¢f it sconer? It was all very
gimple, et that It had becen sco easy foar me te think
cf, but it was really very simple. All alenz I had
been wishing ro clouds weculd come, so they did.
Very simple. Yow, all I have to dec is tc¢ wish them
te atay, and once they knocw that I have discovered
their secret, they'll have no ebgect in remaiming,
for they can have rno fun if they can't anger me.
Alsc very simple. "Ch, why didn't I think cf it
before?" I murmured aloud. "Geed -racious mpt I'1l1

shew these ——— thcese ———- yes# indeed T will. Oh,
yes indeed." )
= I danced a jiz cn the veranda,(I ccnfess that

I must have been actinzlike a man possessed, mving
at last founi a soluticn to my dilemma)mrdly able
to centainmy ._ee. I storred abruptly. "This isn't
doint one i o ~4," T theuzht, "I'd better get



tc -ork." So thinkinz, I storped mv silly dancinz
ana went over to tze ~lass. On my Tace was a look
(a fri.ntened look, I must confess)of swuz antici-
pation. I looked up at the rrivolous clouds, and
said aloua, for their benefit, "On, well, I'll take
my picnic some otnet time,perhaps. It's unaoubtedly
vetter this way. Undoubtealy." I zlanced dowrn at
the floor, seemingly occugied with a stray bit of
aust, and continued, "Besides, if I went cut crn a
picnic, the ants wouldprovavly come in such hordes
that it would be uncearable. To, it's better this
way. I'1l just watch these beautiful clouds ccme
(and they tetter .0, I thouiht tc myself)®" By this
time they had stopred their zame of tagzg,and disap-
r0intedly were zroupiny tojetner in one cocrrner of
tae sky, then, seeminz to linzer for an instant, of
a suaden they turned and bezan tc race away, intent
on rinainz another rerson that they mizht pester.
"Fureka'!" I exclaimed jubilantly, "they're leaving.
I've done it, by Geor:e'"™ I 3zlanced &t the Bk;.
"Good racious me, look at them zo0. Oh, dear me'"
A0%¥ ana then, it secemed as if a few wispy feathery-
lookin. ciouas of the fleetin: .rour vere playing
hide and seek among the huge mountainous-loockirng
siants, w#hile lon thin sheets eof vapor vied with
one another asto the leadership of the fleeing pack
of vagrants.

Presently, esave for the last few stra--lers,
all haa cisa.pedred (forever, I hoped), and I was
left alone amon. my flowers aax meadows with just
tne brilliant Sun shinin as before. "l'ov, I can
have my picnic,"” I exclaimed joyfully. "I've shown
those rascally clouds who was master. 1I'll have a
yuiet gicnic toc,at the ecze of the brook near the
forest, with ju#t the birds and +the insects for
companions. Just thebirds and theinsects. Insects.
Insects? "My word, ants, I'1l wager too. Aats.
Ants' On, must somethinz 2lways happen to sgoil my
picnic? Ants. They'll grocably arrive in such great
ardies taat they'll leave no room for me, tut take
over tne food like conjuerin. -foes. Just fancy ants
and marmalade on oread! Oh, my poor picnic ——-- ¢k
lear me --- Ants, --- My word, antsi"
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by W. Kraus

"Time travel," explained Professor Ames, "is
merely a matter of reinforcing the time flux until
‘the warg is produced to the aesired magnitude.”

"I don't believe it," someone said.

The professor turned from the twc men facing
hiax with a satisfied smirk on his face, and said,
"You ~wiil please to follow me."

The procession led 1into the adjoining roocm.
Facing the three men was alize black globe, slizhtly
fiattened onthe bottom, the better to balance itself
on the floor, and a sgquare cutline in its sidae,
susiesting the presence of a door. Knobs c¢f steel
shored here and tnere,and a stout aerial protruded
from its top.

"Gentiemen," he said, "I gresent you with the
one ania only time machine in existencel”

Advancing, Professor Ames pulled open the door



of the large sphere, ane stepred idsi&eﬂubeckoning
to the others tc foilow. The twvo outside looked at
each other briefly, shruzred their shoulders, and
stepped within the close confines of the interior
f the mad profeszor's invention. UNow facing them
was the most fantastic array of dials and levers
that anyone could imagine. W¥ires and condensers
were in a tangle® mess coverine one wall, and a
second glance revealed. that a few resistors had
been thrown in for gcod measure. The prrofessor
Looked confident ashe sawx the cowed expressions on
the faces of the other tso. _

One syoke up. "But now that you have a time
machine, rhat are you coinz to do with it?"

Ames looked as if he thought they should have
knowvn,and finally said, "I'm goinz back into time,
of course. I have to solve the ultimate paradox
once and for all. I'm going back onelundred years
into the past ana kill my osn grapdfather."

"Aren't you afralid you'll be destroyed?" one
asxKed.

"That's why I'in takinz YOU along! If such a
thing should happen, the knowledge can come back
with you,and I will nave sacrificed my ALL for the
zlory of science." And ~iththat remark, he suddenly
reached out and jerked on a lever.

Behind the two men, the door taudded shut.

By the time they realized that they had been
trapred into :oinz through the crazy experiment, it
was too late to back out. As they turned around to
push their way out of the door, it -vas open again,
and from behind came the professors voice. "Behold,
now, the vorld of 1851t

The three stumbled out of the machine, and
looked around them in surprise. "Strange," Ames
sala, "I didn't know that my laboratory existed in
the time of my sraanafather."

Indeed 1t agpreared that they werein almost the
same place they had started out from. One of the -
ren Left to see if n2e could fick ur a local 3aily
newsraper in orier =c scorrectly ascertain ‘the date.
As ne left ne =_.c-5 »umpeid into the fourteen year



0ld youth who was at that momentcoming throuzh the
do0T.

"Ah," came the satisfied voice of the professdr,
"this mustbe my father,yes it must be." And before
the terrified doy coula move another»step Anes vas
upon Dlm.¢ The man left behinc. triec to drag the
fienda off, but vhen he finally succeeded it wa.s
too late. ¥

It was too late in wmore ways- than one. 1ot
only was the pboy dead of stramgulation, tut also,
the professor existed nc more. He: had dissolved
into thin air under his very fingertips. The man
lookea in wonuerment around him.

Shakipzoff the aazed expression, he re-entered
the time aachine anu ocusied himself sith tryinz to
1igure oyt  hos to manirulate the controls of the
thing. By the time the other returned, he had it
figured out.

When that other one returned he was running,
ana hisfice looked asif it migif be running a hizh
fever. He stumbled up to his companion. "iy God,
man'" he stamsered. "Fhis is the year 2051 instead
of 1851%n .

Tne,.looked at each other for a lonz moment,
and suaaen realization came over them.

"Holy cow, he killed his c¢wn zrandsoni"

“hen they -vere both safe in the machine, they
set the course for a hundred years in the future,
knowin., that it would carry them back to the twen-
tieth century. -

Once more theytread on the grcund of 1y51, and
they lost ne +time "in dismantling the machine. To
their surprise, all of the complicated wires along
the inside wall were not connected to the control
ranel at all, but ended abruprtlyin the hollow space
between the inner and outer walls.

Bit by bit they tore the whole contraption
arart, bu¥ no mechanism could they find anyvhere
that couldpossitlylmve been instrumentalin carrying
them a hundred years into the future. Of course,
they knew it coulan't posgibly have been that old

alarm clock they had found attaahed to the control
panel.
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